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old. Came as soon as I finished school. What's your name,
comrade?"
The mother was always amused and touched when
people called her "Comrade."
"Why do you want to know?" she asked with a smile.
"You see," he explained after an embarrassed pause,
"one of the students from our study circle—that is, one
of those who teach us, told us about the mother of Pavel
Vlassov, the worker. Remember the First of May dem-
onstration?"
The mother nodded, instantly alert.
"He was the first to carry our banner through the
streets," announced the boy proudly, and his pride was
echoed in the heart of the mother.
"I wasn't there then. We wanted to hold our own dem-
onstration, but it fell through. Too few of us. But we'll
do it next year, you'll see!"
He could hardly breathe with anticipation.
"It's that Vlassov's mother I was talking about," he
concluded, waving his spoon. "She joined the party after
that too. They say she's simply a marvel!"
The mother gave a broad smile. It was pleasant to hear
the boy's praise. Pleasant and disconcerting. She wanted
to say to him: "I'm that Vlassov's mother," but instead
she said to herself, with gentle sarcasm, "You're an old
fool, that's what you are."
"Come, eat some more. You must hurry and get well
for the sake of the cause," she suddenly said in agitation,
bending over the boy.
The street door opened, letting in the damp, cold
breath of autumn, and the mother looked up to see So-
phia standing there, all smiling and rosy.
"Goodness gracious, you'd think I was an eligible hei-
ress, the way the spies are courting me! Time for me to
be moving on.... Well, how are you, Ivan? Feeling bet-
ter? What news from Pavel, Nilovna? Is Sasha here?"
She looked fondly at the mother and the boy with her
grey eyes as she lighted a cigarette and asked questions
h*

